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	Whatever It Takes

**Disclaimer:** All characters, places, names, items, etc that you recognize from Orphan Black belongs to BBC/Orphan Black. Everything else is just my crazy imagination.

**A/N:** Someone said that the majority of fics feature Cophine and hardly any feature Shaysima as the main couple.  
>Knowing me, well, I just had to change that since I'm a sucker for the underdog. ;)<p>

Also, so much pun with this chapter title. xD

Please leave a comment and let me know what you think and what you think/hope will happen.  
>I love connecting with my readers and always try to reply.<p>

Enjoy!  
>~Elmjuniper<p>

* * *

><p>.<p>

.

**THE LOST GIRL **

She twisted the card between her fingers, the corners of the thin card digging into the pads of her fingertips before giving way and creasing slightly. "DYAD Institute" grey, tall letters spelled out across the card, and a line of random numbers had been scribbled in gold letters in its corner.

Pulling her knees up towards her chest she curled her arms around them, hugging herself as if it somehow would bring some peace to her mind. How had she gotten herself into this, again? _Oh yeah, by thinking that dating someone on the rebound was a good idea_. It wasn't. It was the _worst_ idea, and she of all people should have known that. Hadn't she been through her fair share of shit to know better? _Shit, Shay...you idiot! _She berated herself knowing it wouldn't change the situation one bit. Except that maybe next time she'd think twice before investing herself in someone that…

Hot tears rolled down her cheek burning her skin angrily. She tried to wipe them away, but only found that the more she wiped the more they kept falling.

Cosima. Intelligent, funny, sexy, dorky, scientist-Cosima. The minute Shay had stepped into that bar she'd known that it was going to change her life forever. She had sensed the danger, freezing in her steps, like a deer caught in headlights, wondering -for a split second- if she should bolt for the door. But then Cosima had adjusted her black rimmed glasses with a push of her finger, smiling nervously. Oh boy, that had done it and she found herself continuing her walk as if drawn like a magnet to the woman sitting on the bar stool in front of her.

She took a deep breath feeling it tremble feebly through her throat and chest. For all Shay knew, Cosima was still a complete stranger to her. A stranger she had somehow managed to fall for, and for a moment she had almost believed the lie that they had been.

She dug her teeth into her bottom lip to keep it from quivering with the tidal wave of emotions washing over her. She hadn't been ready for someone like Cosima, not with everything that came with being with her, but she would be, one day. Despite her reservations about their relationship Shay had decided to just jump and hope for the best and she'd hold on, for dear life knowing that when she landed she would be safe and sound, and she would be ready for whatever came their way. She had been willing to wait for Cosima to catch up to her. She had believed Cosima would, if she waited long enough, if she was patient enough, but the truth was...Shay would never be the one to change Cosima's world. There was only one person who could do that.

Cosima would never be ready for anyone but Delphine.

~o~

Leaving Cosima was the hardest thing Delphine had ever had to do. How do you leave someone, not because you don't love them, but rather because you love them so much you can't even bear the thought of losing them?

Delphine let her fingers pick at the leather strap of her bag as she steered herself toward the small shop. In a way, breaking up hadn't been as hard as she thought, they still saw each other, they were still in each other's lives to some extent. Cosima was still alive. For Delphine that was enough. Loving Cosima from afar was better than loving a ghost.

Though admittedly loving Cosima from afar once Shay had waltzed into the picture had been a lot more testing. Delphine had been foolish not to worry about it at first. She had focused so much on Shay being a threat to Cosima to realise what the petite blonde woman really was -a threat to herself.

Cosima had started coming in late to work, not answering her phone, her mood even seemed a little brighter. For a long time Cosima had worn that smile of hers like a solid, calm mask, but Delphine had always been able to read the other woman's eyes. It had been in there, the sadness, the emptiness, yet the incredible strength to want to survive. Then slowly it had begun to change. When Cosima smiled she smiled just like before and when she laughed, Delphine could remember all the nights they spent together, talking, laughing, just existing. Those nights it was only the two of them, no DYAD, no clones, no proletheans, no Neolutionists, just two lovers hidden away from the outside world.

Of course, even though Cosima evaded her questions, Delphine knew the cause of this sudden change, and as if he'd been able to read her mind the DYAD agent had handed her the report about Shay that very night. Delphine could still remember the sting of the whiskey burning her throat. The way Cosima looked at Shay when she thought the blonde woman wasn't watching her. There was only one other person she'd seen Cosima look at like that and knowing that she was no longer the only one sent a sharp pain through her chest.

It wasn't just that it was the simplicity of their relationship that seemed to give Cosima some peace of mind. Compared to Delphine, Shay had no ties to DYAD or anything in regards to LEDA, Topside, or Castor. Shay was like a fresh breeze in her disconnection to anything that reminded Cosima of the harsh reality. Delphine both envied and feared it.

A gust of wind pulled at her coat, her long hair fluttering momentarily in it before settling on her shoulders once again. The grey stone slabs ran in a surprisingly disoriented pattern along the pavement and she looked up and pulled her coat closer. All those months ago, before all this started, she could never have imagined this -the person she had become- had been forced to become.

One that used violence and threats to get what she wanted. Regardless of who gained the most from her accomplishments, could she really justify the way she went about it? The old Delphine: naïve, eager to please and quick to fit in, that Delphine would have been shocked if she saw what she would become. Though she would be lying if she said this Delphine didn't scare her. It did. Sometimes when she closed her eyes she felt like part of her humanity had been stripped away and what was left was uncanny, cold, and manipulative. Someone that had -even for just a second- wanted Shay to be a spy. Getting her out of the picture would be so much easier, but then…

She shuddered slightly at the memory of the day before, replaying it like an old movie in her mind. She watched herself top up the hot water in Shay's tub, then pulling out the razor blade from the side of her dark boot. She watched as if in a trance, remembering the rush of satisfaction at the sight of Shay's frightened face, the tears streaming down the blonde woman's cheeks. Then her phone had vibrated in her pocket, ripping her out of her concentration. Cosima's voice sounded down the phone telling her Shay was innocent. Shay wasn't the one who had told Castor about the book. Casting a glance at Shay's bewildered face Delphine had barely nodded toward the DYAD agents with her and they'd left just as quickly and unexpectedly as they had arrived.

It wasn't what she had done that had frightened her after they left Shay, shaken, and distraught, it was the fact that for a split second Delphine considered carrying out her plan. The thought had vanished as quickly as it had appeared, but it had been there nonetheless and it shamed her where she stood by the busy pelican crossing.

Letting out a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding, she slowed her steps not wanting to reach her destination too soon. She wanted this moment to last. She wanted to soak in the sounds of the night, the smell of the city, and the last steps until her last goodbye.

~o~

A soft knock sounded from the small glass window on her door and she sat up looking wearily at the door. Had Delphine come back? Maybe changed her mind and decided leaving Shay to bleed out in the tub was after all the best solution? Or was it Cosima? Had Cosima come back to talk and finally tell her the truth?

Wiping her face Shay got up from the sofa, careful enough that she'd be able to pretend not to be home if it was Delphine. Moving closer to the door she strained her ears in an effort to detect whether or not someone was still waiting outside. Sudden movement outside startled her and her breath hitched in her throat.

"Shay?" Cosima's voice asked hesitantly. "Shay, can I come in?"

Shay let a sigh of relief slip across her lips then cracked the door open and peeked out. Cosima stood in the hallway, dreads tucked in under the black beanie, red coat unbuttoned, her hands shoved down into the pockets as she looked back at Shay with an almost shy look.

"What do you want?" Shay asked trying to sound angry, but it came out more hurt than anything.

"Can I just come in? I need to talk to you." The dark haired woman asked. Shay frowned as she watched Cosima's eyes dart from side to side, her one hand shaking the keys in her pocket.

"Is everything ok?" Shay asked feeling her voice soften despite the turmoil of emotions inside of her.

"Please, Shay, not out here," it was barely a whisper.

Finally caving Shay let go of the door. "Come in," she sighed and turned around, walking toward the kitchen. Cosima seemed nervous and stressed, a cup of herbal tea would do both their nerves good. The floor creaked as Cosima stepped into the small flat and Shay could hear the rustle as a coat was dropped to the floor.

"Finally, that took a lot more work than they said," the voice behind her back had changed from Cosima's to something...similar, but with a distinct Australian accent. _What the hell?_

Turning around she barely had time to duck the fist that came flying toward her face. Years of military training kicked in and she grabbed at Cosima's arm with her hand using the other woman's body as counter weight as she flung herself out of harm's reach, sending Cosima crashing into the table.

"Have you completely lost your mind?!" She shouted staring at Cosima as the dark haired woman recovered from her close encounter with the table.

Cosima exhaled loudly turning around slowly as she grabbed at the hat on her head. Blood red hair spilled out from underneath the hat as she drew closer to Shay. "They never said you might fight back."

Whatever confusion and shock Shay might have felt washed off her, the skin on her arms and neck rippling with goosebumps, a shiver darting along her spine. Something was very,_ very_ wrong.

The person in front of her looked like Cosima, but the face that stared back at her -despite the resemblance- didn't belong to the scientist. Now that Shay observed her with new eyes she could tell that the other woman moved differently. She moved slowly, with stiff motions as if ready to battle at any given time.

Sneering the woman slowly bent her head to the side, a crunching noise coming from her neck as she cracked it. "Nevermind, I always liked a good fight."

Looking wildly around the room Shay tried to find an escape route, her hands fumbling along the ridge of the kitchen counter, fingers desperately grasping for anything she could use to defend herself with.

The Cosima look-a-like chuckled in amusement then closed the distance between them before Shay even had time to think. The look-a-like's hand found Shay's knot of blonde hair, and twisted itself into it. Gasping from the pain Shay clawed at the strong hand, but her assailant was stronger and she felt the top of her body forced forward.

Her head connected with the kitchen counter with an unpleasantly loud crack. Pain flared across her face, ricocheting through her entire head and she felt herself topple over, grabbing with her hands for something to support her. Tears sprang from her eyes blurring her vision and something hot trickled down her face. From where she was lying on the floor Shay tried to blink away the fog that was beginning to cloud her mind , but dark spots danced before her eyes and she could feel the warm and sticky blood pool around her face. Then suddenly a veil of red hair fell across her face.

"Say night night," the woman whispered in her ear, then Shay's world went black.

**TO BE CONTINUED...**


End file.
